A: Wait, is the Katz show on? We should include it in our time together, along with tremendous walks.
J: Absolutely.
A: Maybe strange excursions to a beach in winter.
J: I'd I brought my dad's car after all. We ought to fire it up and make use of it. That might deter my neighbors from breaking into it. They'll see it's cared for and not abandoned.
A: If we could get to a greenhouse...I especially love greenhouses in winter.
J: Yes I'm sure the right one awaits us, maybe Westchester… A: We've nev… J: on a private estate.
A: Though what's the plan for when time runs, your free apartment runs out in Brooklyn? J: Well once recovered from this past week in Providence-I applied to SUNY Buffalo and said farewell, at least for now, to this sweet girl I'd started seeing, and said goodbye to some pleasant walks I've grown accustomed to-anyway all that exhausted me then I had a drive, not to mention packing the apartment (I should have said, rather, I had to pack my apartment, not to mention the drive). It drained me. Last night I'd needed good sleep I didn't get. But once my strength returns I'll look at rooms and prolong my stay here, probably around Columbia. That neighborhood offers everything I need: quiet hours reading in Labyrinth Books, rustic trails down Riverside Park, plenty of places to to buy fruit and quinoa.
A: I slept bad also.
J: What happened at Kristin's?
A: My flight landed around eleven, or I got back to Kristin's about eleven.
J: Did your flight get delayed?
A: Several hours.
J: For what?
A: I don't know. Blizzards or something. Still I chose to risk-I'd napped already, but decided to drink valerian-root tea. A: puffy after I got up. Though this song about stealing entered dreams, which I took as a good omen.
J:

J: Is that right?
A: "No longer wheeling, but but stealing." J: No longer wheeling but now stealing-as though wheeling stood in contrast to stealing?
A: As though we've settled into life, to some extent a sedentary life, yet one that includes its own adventures. J: Right, and wheeling suggests moving without much thought, whereas intense deliberation goes into choices we make: the fact that we'll sit side-byside on this bench in the upstairs W.F. café while a hundred people enjoy meals and conversation, and as janitors sweep crumbs from the floor. And he pointed to the bag containing my wrapped sirloin, which cost twenty dollars, and said I've worked in this business six years-get inside. The manager stood waiting for me, totally baffled, since we were likewise on a first-name basis, and after previous episodes of stealing (in an effort to keep expenses down) I would treat him with lots of affection: shaking his hands, wishing him a good night, telling him I'd see him real soon. He led me into an office, where he did not press charges. He firmly believed I was confused. That became the story; I'd got confused. I said I'd started talking with the cashier about her necklace. She wore this charm made of imitation gold which spelled her name in cursive and… A: Hmm, I saw one on this woman sweeping. If you can read the name I'm curious. It looked very long, like Florestan.
